destructive, that has become one of the key characters in his world. This 
is how he described going with some older boys, when he was eight, to the 
concrete hut of La Saraghina, the prostitute who lived on the beach at 
Rimini: 

“The sun was setting after a storm. We were quivering with anticipa- 
tion and fear. When we reached the beach, we began throwing stones at 
her windows, Finally La Saraghina came out, screaming at us, and fol- 
lowed by a cloud of black smoke—something was burning on the stove. 
It was an unforgettable sight: there she stood silhouetted against a rough 
sea, screaming insults, huge, her clothes in disorder, her eyes as wild as a 
lion’s, her head made even bigger by a mass of curls like those of Louis XIV. 

“ “We have the money,’ the older boys called. “Toss it over,’ she replied. 


-But the children were afraid the coins would be lost in the sand, and 


Federico was chosen to take them to her. 

“T stood two feet away from her, trembling; near enough to smell her— 
a combination of seaweed, fish, tobacco, rotten wood and gasoline. La 
Saraghina counted the money, and then stared at us. As the sky turned 
purple, the ritual began. With a solemn gesture that almost bespoke respect 
for us and for herself, she slowly exposed herself several times. Then she 
turned round and did the same thing. It was an unbelievable mountain of 
white—a kind of Moby-Dick that didn’t scare me at all, even though I 
couldn’t talk for at least fifteen minutes afterward. .. . 

“One day I cut school for another look at this legendary, exciting 
monster. She was singing a rhumba in a hoarse, piercing voice. I said: 
‘Good day, Signora. How well you sing.’ Then I ran away, waving my 
cap to her.” 

Fellini scoured the whole of Italy, and especially his native province, 
Romagna, before he found his Saraghina in an American of Czech descent 
who was studying singing in Milan. Edra Gale is very blonde, very shy, 
and unbelievably naive: the exact opposite of the original. Gherardi turned 
her into a Saraghina less sophisticated than the one whose test I had 
watched in March. The earlier one wore spike heels, while Edra is barefoot. 
The other woman’s skirt was whole; Edra’s is ripped at the hem. Edra’s 
wig is wilder, too: it looks as if it had not been combed for a week. 
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